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CHAPTER I.
-- V j&x(tt T MAY be re--

70YWk$mw 'membered that
in the last paces
of his diary, writ-
ten just before
his death, Allan
Qu at ermain
makes allusion to
his long dead
wife, stating that
he has written of
her fully else-

where.
When his death

vras known, his
papers were
handed to myself
as his literary ex-

ecutor. Among
them I found two manuscripts, of which
Hho following is one. The other isimply
a record of events in which Mr. Quater-mai-n

was not personally concerned a
Zulu novel, the story of which was told
to him by the hero many years after the
tragedy had occurred. But with this
we have nothing to do at present.

I have often thought (Mr. Quater-main- 's

manuscript begins) that I would
set down on paper the events connected
with my marriage, and the loss of my
most dear wife. Many years have now
passed since that event, and to some ex-

tent time has softened the old grief,
though heaven knows it is still keen
enough. On two or three occasions I
have even begun the record. Once I
gave it up because the writing of it de-

pressed me beyond bearing, once because
I suddenly was called away upon a
journey, and the third time because a
Eafllr boy found my manuscript con-

venient for lighting the kitchen fire.
But now that I am at leisure here in

Sngland, I will make a fourth attempt,
if I succeed, the story may serve to in-
terest some one in after years when I
im dead and gone. It is a wild tale
nough. and suggests some curious re-

flections.
I am the son of a missionary. My

father was originally curate in charge of
a small parish in Oxfordshire. He had
already been some years married to my
dear mother when he went there, and
he liad four children, of whom I was
the youngest. I leiuember faintly the
place where we lived. It was an ancient,
Jong, gray house, facing the road. There
was a very large tree of some sort in the
garden. It was hollow, and wo children
used to play about inside of it, and
knock knots of wood from the rough
bark. Wo all slept in a kind of attic,
and my mother always came up and
kissed us when wo woie in bed. I used
to wake up and seo her bending over me,
a candle in her hand. There was a
curious kind of pole pi ejecting from the
wall over my bed. Once I was dread-
fully frightened because my eldest
brother mad me hang to it by my
bands. That is all I remember about
our old home. It has been pulled down
long ago, or I would journey there to
see it. v

A little further down the road was a
large house with big iron gates to it, and
on the top of the gate pillars sat two
stone lions, which were so hideous that I
was afraid of them. Ono could see the
house by peeping through the bais of the
gates. It was a gloomy looking place,
with a tall yew hedge round it; but in
the summer time some flowers grew
round the sun dial in the grass plat.
This house was called the Hall, and
Squire Carson lived there. One Christ-
mas it must have been the Christmas
before my father emigrated, or I should
not remember it wo children went to a
Christmas tree at the Hull. There was a
great party there, and footmon wearing
red waistcoats stood at the door. In the,
dining room, which was paneled with
black oak, was the Christmas tree.
Squire Carson stood in front of it He
was a tall, dark man, veiy quiet in his
manners, and he wore a bunch of seals
on his waistcoat. We used to think him
old, but as a matter of fact he was then 1

not more than forty. He had been, as I
afterwards learned,a great traveler in
his youth, but some six or Beven years
before this date had married a lady who
was half a Spaniard a papist, my father
called her.

I can remember her well. She was
small and very pretty, with a rounded
figure, largo black eyes and glittering

'
teeth. She spoke English witli a curious
accent. I suppose that I must have been
a funny cluld to look at, and I know
that my hair stood up on my head then
as it does now, for I still have a sketch
of myself that my mother made of me,
in which this peculiarity is strongly
marked. On this occasion of the Christ-
mas tree I remember that Mrs. Carson
turned to n tall, foreign looking gentle-
man who stood beside her, and tapping
him affectionately !n tho shoulder with
her gold eyeglasses said: if

"Look, cousin look at that droll little
boy with the big brown eyes: his hair is
like a what you call him? scrubbing
brush. Oh, what a droll little boy!''

The tall gentleman pulled at his mus-
tache, and, taking Mrs. Carson's hand in
his, began to smooth my hair down with
it till I heard her whisper:

"Leave go my hand, cousin. Thomas
Is looking like like the thunderstorm."

Thomas was the name of Mr. Carson,
her husband.

After that I hid myself as well as I
;ould behind a chair, for I was shy, and
watched little Stella Carson, who was
the squire's only child, giving the chil-
dren presents off the tree. She was
dressed as Father Christmas, with somo
soft, white stuff round her lovely little
face, and had large, dark eyes, which I
thought more beaHtiful than anything I
had ever ?een. At last it cams to my

' turn to have a present oddly enozjrh.
considered in the light of future events,
it was a large monkey. She reached it
down from one of the lower boughs of
the tree and handed it to me, saying: all,

"Dat is my ChriBtmas present to you,
little Allan Quaterniain."

As she did so, her sleeve, which was he

covered with cotton wooL spangled over
with something that shone touched one the
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caught" fire, and the" flame ran up her
arm towards her throat. She-stoo- quite
still. I suppose that she was paralyzed
with fear; and the ladies who were near
screamed very loud, but did nothing.
Then some impulse seized me perhaps
instinct would be a better word to use,
considering my age. I threw myself
upon the child, and, beating at the fire
with my handB, mercifully sacceeded in
extinguishing it before it really got hold.
My wrists were so badly burned that
they had to be wrapped up in wool for a
long time afterwards, but with the ex-

ception of a single bum upon her throat,
little Stella Carson was not much hurt.

This is all that I remember about the
Christmas tree at the liall. What hap-
pened afterwards is lost to me, but to
this day in my sleep I often see little
Stella's sweet face and the stare of terror
in her dark eyes as the fire ran up her
arm. This, however, is not wonderful,
for I had, humanly speaking, saved the
life of her who was destined to be my
wife.

The next event which I can recall
clearly is that my mother and three
brothers all fell ill of fever, owing, as I
afterwards learned, to the poisoning of
our well by some evil minded person,
who threw a dead sheep into it.

It must have been while they were HI

that Squire Carson came one day to tho
vicarage. Tli3 weather wa3 still cold,
for there1 was a fire in the study, and I
sat before the fire writing letters on a
piece of paper with a pencil, while my
father walked up and down the room,
talking to himself. Afterwards I knew
that he was praying for the lives of his
wife and children. Presently a servant
came to the door and said thattsome ono
wanted to see him.

"It is the squire, sir," said the maid,
"and he says he particularly wishes to
see you."

"Very well," answered my father,
wearily, and presently Squire Carson
came in. His face was while and hag-
gard, and his eyes shone so fiercely that
I was afraid of him.

"Forgive me for intruding on you at
such a tiine, Quatermain," ho said, in a
hoarse voice, "but I leave
this place forover, and I wish to speak
to you before I go indeed, I must speak
to you."

"Shall I send Allan away?" said my
father, pointing to me.

"No, let him bide. He will not under-
stand." Nor, indeed, did I at the ti me,
but I remembered every word, and in
after years their meaning grew on mie.

"First tell me," he went on, "how aro
they?" and he pointed upwards with, his
thumb.

"My wife and two of the boys are "b-
eyond hope," my father answered, with a
groan. "I do not know how it wilh go
with the third. The Lord's will be do ne!"

"The Lord's will be 'done," the squire
echoed, solemnly. "And now, Qmter-mai- n,

listen my wife's gone."
"Gone!" mv father answered. "Who

with?"
"With that foreign cousin of hers. It

seems from a letter she left that she al-

ways cared for him, not for me. She
married me because she thought me a
rich English milord. Now she has run
through my property, or most of it, and
gone. I don't know where. Luckily,
she did not care to encumbcx her now
career with the child; Stella is left to

"That is what comes of marrying ft
papist, Carson," said my father. That
was Ms fault; he was as good and I

charitable a man as ever lived, but he
was bigoted. "What are you going to
do follow her?"

He laughed bitterly in answer.
"Follow her!" he said: "why should I

follow her? If I met her I might kill her
or him. or both of them, because of the
shame they have brought upon my child's
name. No. I never want to look upon
her face again. I trusted her., I tell you,
and she has betrayed me. Let her go
and find her fate. But I am going too.
I am weary of my life."

"Surely, Carson, surely," said my
father, "you do not mean'"

"No, no: not that. Death comes soon
enough. But I will leave this civilized
world that is a living lie. We will go
right away into the wilds, my cliild and
I, and hide our shame. Where? I don't
know where. Anywhere so long as there
are no white faces, no smooth, educated
tongues."

"You are mad, Carson," my father an-

swered. "How will you live? How will
you educate Stella? Be a man and live
it down."

"I will be a man, and I will live it
down, but not here, Quatermain. Edu-
cation I Was not she that woman who
was my wife was not she highly educa-
ted? the cleverest woman in the coun-
try forsooth. Too clever for me, Quater-
main too clever by half. No, no, Stella
shall be brought up in a different school;

It be possible, she shall forget her very
name. uooa-D- y, 01a inena, gooa-o- y lor
ever. Do not try to find me out, hence-
forth I shall be like one dead to you, to
you and all I knew," and he was gone.

"Med," said my father, with a heavy
sigh. "His tiouble has turned his brain.
But he will think better of it."

At that moment tho nurse came hur-
rying in and whispered something in his
ear. My father's face turned deadly pale.
He clutched at the table to support him-
self, then staggered from the room. My
mother was dying.

It was some days afterwards, I do not
know exactly how long, that my father
took me by the hand and led me upstairs as

into the big room that had been my mo-
ther's bedroom. There she lay. dead in
her coffin, with flowers in her hand.
Along the wall of the room were ar-
ranged three little white beds, and o a
each of the beds lay one of my brotheis.
They all looked as though they wert
asleep, and they all had flowers in taeir
hands. My father told me to kiss 'diem

because I should not see them anv
more, and I did so, though I was. verv
frightened. I did not know whi. Then

look me in his arms and kisved me.
"The Lord hath given," he said, "and in

Lord hath taken awayyblessed be
the jjawcoS the ItftdJ1.'

I cried "very nVocb, and be took me
downstairs, and afterthat I have only a
confused memory of men dressed in
black carrying heavy Taundens towards
the gray churchyard.

Next comes a vision of a great ship
and wide tossing waters. My father
could no longer bean: to liveia England
after the loss that had. fallen on him,
and made up his mind to emigrate to
South Africa. We must a,ve been poor
at the time; indeed, I belie e thafca large
portion of our income went from my
father on aay xaoShert death. At any
rate"' we traveled with the steerage pas-
sengers, and the intense discomfort of
the journey with the rough tvajs of our
fellow emigrants stfll remaamrpon my
mind. At last it came to an end. and
we reached Africa, which I was not to
leave again for many, maay years. In
those days civilization. liai not made any
great progress in sontftern Africa. My
fattier went up the cou ntry and became
a missionary among ti ,e Kaffirs, near to
where the town of Cn .dock now stands,
and here I grew tf manhood. There
were a few Boer farr aers in the neighbor-
hood, and gradually a little settlement
of whites gathered, round our mission
station a drunk .n Scotch blacksmith
and wheelwright was about the most in-
teresting characfr er, who, when he was
sober, could ouote the Scottish poet
Burns and the ' 'Ingoldsby Legends" lit-
erally by the page. It was from him
that I contract ed a fondness for the lat-
ter amusing t rritings which has never
left me.

Burns I never caxed for so much,
probably bee ause of the Scottish dialect,
which repelled me. What little educa-
tion I got was froom my father, but I
never had much leading toward books,,
nor he much time to teach them to me.
On the otb er hand, I was always a keen
observer of tne wsys of men and na-
ture. By the time that I was SO I could
speak Datch and throe or tour Kaffir
dialects perfectly, and I denibt if there
was anybody in South AErfca who un-
derstood native ways of thought and
action more completely 'than I did. Also
I was really a good shot and horseman,
and I thdnJo as, indo-d- , my subsequent
career proves to ha- - ve been the case a
great deal tougher than tho majority of
men.

It may lie won l0red that I did not run
absolutely wild in such surroundings,
but I was heli back from thfs by my
father's society . He was one of tho" gen-
tlest and m7 st refined men that I ever
met; even lb l0 most savage Kaifir loved
him, and Iv's influence wa6 a verygcxd
one for ma . He used to call himself one
oftheworj d's failures. Would that there
were mor e such failures. Every evening
when hif work was done he would take
his pray er book, and, sitting on the little
stoop o f our station, would read the even-
ing p? alms to himself. Sometimes there
was r iot light enough for this, but it made
no 0 ifference. he knew them all by heart.
Wl.en he had finished he would look out
across the cultivated lands where the
Emission Kaffirs had their huts.

But I knew it was not these he saw, but
rather the gray English church, and the
graves ranged side by aide before tho yew
near the wicket gate.

It was there on the stoop that he died.
He had not been well, and one evening
I was talking to him, and his mind went
back to Oxfordshire and my mother.
He spoke of her a good deal, saying that
she had never boen out of his mind for
a single day during all these years, and
that he rejoiced to think he was draw-
ing near that laad whither she had gone.
Then he asked mo if I remembered that
night when Squire Carson came into
the study at the vicaiage, and told him
that his wife had run away, and that
he was going to change his name and
bury himself in somo remote land.

I said that I remembered it perfectly.
"I wonder where he weirc to," said

my father, "nnd if he and his daughter
Stella are still alive. WelL well! I shall
never meet them again. But life is a
strange thing. Allan, and you may. If
you ever do, give them iny kind love."

After that I left hint We had been
suffering more than usaal fixm the den- -
redations of the Kaffir thieves, who stole
our sheep at night, o nd, as I had done
before, and not without success, I had
determined to waWn the kraal and see if
I could catch ther u Indeed, it was from
this habit of minr . of watching at night
that I first got ir iy native name of

why eh may bo roughly trans-
lated as "he v.-h- o sleeps with one eye
open." So T took my rifle ana rose to
go. But he o ailed me to him and kissed
me on the fc rehead, saying, "God bless
you, Allan. I hope that you will think
of your old father sometimes, and that
you will lo-- id a good and happy life."

I remenr ,ber that I did not much like
his tone ar t the time, but set it down to
an attach of low spirits, to which he
grew ver cy subject as the years went on.
I went f Jown to the kraal and watched
till witf ain an hour of sunrise, then, as
no thif jves appeared, returned to the sta-
tion. As I came near I was astonished
to seo a figure sitting in my father's chair.
At li; rst I thought it must be a drunken
Kaffir, then that my father had fallen
asleap there. And so he had, indeed, for
he ras dead!

CHAPTER IL
HEN I had
buried my
father, and
seen his
successor
installed in
his place
for the sta

tion was the prop-
erty of the soci-

etyIfep I set to work
to carry out a
pl&n which I had
long cherished,
but been unable

to execute, because it involved separa-
tion from my father. Put shortly, it
"ras to undertake a trading journey of

exploration right through the countries
now known as the Free State and tae
Tmneraal. and as much further north all

I could go. It was an adventurous ha
scheme, for, though the emigrant Boers

had begun to occupy positions in these
territories, they were still to all practi-
cal purposes unexplored. But I was
now alone in the world, and it mattered
little what became of me; so, driven on
by the overmastering love of adventurv , It
which, old as I am, will perhaps still tje
my cause of death, I determined to

it. it
Accordingly I sold such stock and

goods as we had upon the station, rej .err-
ing only the two best wagons and two
oairs of oxen. The proceeds I inv ested

sue n goods as were then in fashion,
for trading purposes, and in guns and
ammunition. ju gwuv. vr Jaara

movd any modern explorer to merri-
ment; but such as they were I man-
aged' to do a 'good deal of execution
with them." One of them was a single
barreled, smooth bore, fitted for percus-
sion caps a roer we called, it which
threw a three-ounc-e baH, and waa
charged with a bandiul-e- f coarse black
powder. Many is the "elephant that I
killed with that rooii although it gener-
ally knocked me backwards when I fixed
it, which I 'only did under compulsion.
The best of the lot, perhaps, was a dou-
ble barreled No. 12 shot-gun- , but it had
flint locks. Also, there were seme old
tower muskets, which might or might
not throw straight at seventy yards. I
took six Kaffirs with me, and three good
horses, which, were supposed-- t be salted

that is, proof against sickness. Among
the Kaffirs was an old fellow named In- -
daba-zimb- i, which, being translated,
means "tongue of iron."

I suppose he got this name from his
strident voice andexhaastless eloquence.
ThiB man was a great character in his
way. He had been a noted witch-
doctor among a neighboring tribe, and
camelo the station under the following
circumstances, which, as he plays a con-
siderable part in this history, are per-
haps worth recording.

Two years before my father's death I
had occasion to search the country
round for some lost oxen. After a long
and useless quest it occurred to me that
I had better go to the place where the
oxen were bred by a Kaffir chief, whose
name I forgot, but wliose kraal was
about fifty miles from our btation.
There I went, and found the oxen safe
at home. The chief entertained me
handsomely, and on the following morn-
ing I went to pay my respects to him
before leaving, and was somewhat sur-
prised to find a collection of some hun-
dreds of men and women sitting round
him anxiously watching the sicy, in
which the thunder-cloud- s were banking
up in a very ominous way.

"You had better wait, white man,"
said the chief, "and see the rain doctors
fight the lightning."

I inquired what he meant, and learned
that this man, Indaba-zirab- i, had for
some years occupied the position of
wizard-in-chi- to the tribe, although ho
was not a member of it, having been
born in the country now known as
Zululand. But a son of the chief's, a
man of about 30, had lately set up as a
rival in supernatural powers. This irri-
tated Indaba-jdin- beyond measure, and
a quarrel ensued between 4he two witch
doctors that resulted in a ohallonge to
trial by lightning being given and ac-
cepted. These were the conditions.
Tne rivals must await the coming of a
serious thunderstorm, no ordinary tem-
pest would serve their turn. Theu,
carrying assegais in their hands, they
must take their stand within fifty pace3
of each other upon a certain patch of
ground where the big thunderbolts were
observed to strike continually, and by
the exeicise of their occult powera and
invocations to the lightning, must strive
to avert death from themselves and
bring it on their rival. The terms of
this singular match had leen arranged
a month proviousjy, but no storm worthy
of the occasion had arisen. Now tho
local weather prophets believed it to be
brewing.

I inquired what would happon if
neither of the men were struck, and
was told that they must then wait for
another storm. If they escaped the
Eecond time, however, they would bo
'held to be equal in power, and be jointly
consulted by the tribe on occasions of
importance.

The prospect of being a spectator of
so unusual a sitjht overcame my desire
to be gone, and I accepted the chief's in-

vitation to see it out. Befoie midday I
regretted it, for though the Avestern
heavens grow darker and darker, and
the still air heralded the coming of the
storm, yet it did not come. By 4 o'clock
it became obvious that it must burst
soon at sunset, the old chief said, and
in the company of the whole assembly I
moved down to the place of combat.
The kraal was built on the top of a hill,
and below it tho land sloped gently to
the banks of a river about half a mile
away. On the hither side of the bank
was the piece of land that was, the na-
tives said, "loved of the lightning."
Here the magicians took up their stand,
while the spectators grouped themselves
on the hillside about two hundred yards
away, which was, I thought, rather too
near to be pleasant.

When we had sat there for awhile my
curiosity overcame me, and I asked
leave of the chief to go down and inspect
the arena. He said I might do so at my
own risk. I told him that the fire from
above would not hurt white men, and
went and found that it was a bed of iron
ore, thinly covered with grass, which of
course accounted for its attracting tho
lightning from the storms as they trav-
eled along the line of the river. At each
end of this ironstone area were placed
the combatants, Indaba-smb- a facing the
east, and his rival the west, and before
each there burned a little fire made of
some scented root. Moreover, they were
dressed ia all the paraphernalia of their
craft, snake skins, fish bladders, and I
knownot what besides, while round their
necks hung circlets of baboons' teeth
and bones from human hands. First I
went to the western end where the
chiefs son stood. He was pointing with
his assegai towards the advancing storrr-

nd invoking it in a voice of gre&t

"Come, fire, and lick up Indaba-zimb- i!

"Hear me. Stoim Devil, and lickln- -
daba-zim- with your red tongue!

"Spit on him with your rain!
"Whirl him away in your breath!
"Make him as nothing melt the mar-

row in his bones! I
"Eun intohis heart and burn away the

lies!
"Sbor all the people who is the true

Witch 'Finder!
"Le, me not be put to shame in the

eyes jf this white man!"
Tb us he spoke, or rather chanted, and

fJhe while rubbed his broad chest for
was a very fine man with seme filthy

cxnpound of medicine ai monti'.
After a while, getting tired of his

song, I walked across the ironstone, to
where Indaba-zim- sat by lus lire. He
was not chanting at alL but his per-
formance was much more impressive.

consisted in staring at the eastern
sky. which was perfectly clear of cloud,
and every now and again beckoning at

with his finger, the turning round to
point with the assegai Hfi rivaL
For a while 1 looked at him in silence.
He w a curious wizened man, appa-
rently over fifty years of age, with thm
hands that looked as touch as wire. His
n5e-wa- s much sharper than is usual I
amHf thcee. xac.andJfce had s outer

liatiifof feoliding'ISi head"iidwaysHke
ft bird when he spoke, which, in addi-
tion to the humor that lurked in h eye,
gave bam a moat comical appearance.
Another strange thing about him was
that he had a single white lock of hair

I among his black wool. At last- - ! spoke
to him:

"Indaba-zuab- i, my friend-,- " I said,
youaiay be a good witch doctor, but

you are certainly a fool It is no good
beckoning at the blue sky while your
enemy is getting a start with tlstorm."

"You may be clever, bat don't think
you know everything, white man," the
old fellow answered, in a high cracked
voice, and with something like a grin.

"They call you Irontecgue," I went
"you had better use it, or the Storm

Devil won't hear you."
"The fire from above rune down iron,"

he answered, "se-- I keep nay tongue uiet.
Oh, yes, let him curse away, Til pnt him
out presently. Look new, white man."

I looked, and in the eastern sky there
grew a cloud. At first it was small, but
very black, but it gathered with extraor-
dinary rapidity.

This was odd enough, but as I had
seen the same thing happen before it did
not particularly astonish me. It is by-n-o

means unusual in Africa for two
thunderstorms to come up at the same
time from different points of the com-

pass.
"You hod better goon, Indaba-zimbi,- "

I said, "the big storm is coming along
fast, and will eoon eat up that baby of
yours," and I pointed to the west.

"Babies sometimes grow to giants,
white man," said Indaba-zimb- i, beckon-
ing away vigorously. "Look now at my
cloud-child- ."

I looked; the eastern storm had spread
itself from earth to sky, and in shape
lesembled an enormous man. There
was its head, its shoulders, and its legs;
yes, it was like a huge giant traveling
across tho heavens. The light of the
6ertingsun escaping from beneath tho
lower edge of the western storm shot
across the intervening space in a sheet
of splendor, and, lighting up the ad
vancing ngure, wrapped it3 middle in
hues of glory, too wonderful to be de-

scribed? but beneath and above this
glowing belt his feet and head were 1

black as jet. Presently, as I watched,
an awful flesh of light shot from tlio
bead of the cloud and circled it about as
though with a crown of living fire and
vanished.

"Aha," chuckled old Indaba-zimb- i,

"my little boy is putting on his man's
ling," and he tapped the green ring on
his own head, which natives assume
when they reach a certain age and dig-

nity. "Now, white man, unless you are
a bigger wizard than either of us you
had better clear off, for tho fire fight is
about to begin."

I thought this sound advice.
"Good luck go with you, my black

uncle," I said. "I hope you don't feel
tho iniquities of a misspent life weighing
on you at the last." (.

"You look after yourself, and think of
your own sins, young man," he an-

swered, with a grim smile, and taking a
pinch of snuff, and at that very moment
a flash of lightning, I don't know from
which storm, struck the ground within
thirty paces of rae. That was enough
for me. I fairly took to my heels, and
as I went I heard old Indaba-zimbi- 's dry
chucklo of amusement.

I climbed the hill till I ctune tc where
the chief was sitting with his Indunas,
and sat down near to him. I looked at
the man's face and saw that ho was in-
tensely anxious for his son's 6afety, and
by no means confident of his powers to
resist the magic of Indaba-zimb- i. He
was talking in a low voice to the Induna
next to him.

"Hearken!" the chief was saying, "if
tho magic of Indaba-zim- prevails
against my son, I will endure him no
more. Of this I am sure, that when lie
has slain my son he will slay me, mo
also, and make himself chief in my place.
I fear Indaba-zimb- i. On!"

"Black one," answered the Induna,
"wizards die as dogs die, and, once dead,
dogs bark no more."

"And once dead,' said the chief, "wiz-
ards work no more spells," and he bent
and whispered in rho Induna's ear, look-
ing at tho assegai in his hand as he whis-
pered.

"Good, my father, good!" said the In-

duna, presently. "It shall bo done to-

night, if the lightning does not do it
first."

"A bad lookout for old Indaba-zimbi,- "

I said to myself. "They mean to kill
him." Then I thought no more of tho
matter for a whils the scene before me
was too tremendous.

The two storms were rapidly rushing
together.

Tho silence deepened and deepened,
the shadows grew blacker and blacker,
then suddenly all nature bagan to moan

iath the breath of an icy wind. On

came the wind; the smooth sarface of
the river was ruffled by it into little
waves, the tall grass bowed low before it,
and in its wake came the hissing sound
of fnrious rain.

Ah! the storms had met. From each
there burst an awfnl dazzling blaze of
light, and now tho hill on which e sat
rocked in the noise of the following
thunder. The light went out of the sky. I

darkness fell suddenly on the land, but
not for long. Presently the whole land-
scape grew vivid in the flashes; it ap-

peared and disappeared; now every-
thing was visible for miles, now even
the men at my side vanished in the
blackness.

Suddenly the thunder and lightning
ceased for a minute, and everything
grew black, and, except for the rain, si-

lent,
"It is over, one way or the other, chief,

called out into the darkness.
"Wait, white man, wait," answered the

chief in a voice thick with anxiety and
fear.

Hardly were the words out of his ro oath
when the heavens were lit up again till
they literally seemed to flame. There
were the wen, not four paces apart. A
gre3t flash fell between them; I saw them
stagger beneath the shock. Indaba-zim-bi

recovered himself first at any rate, when
the next flash came ho was sending bolt
upright, pointing with has asaegai to-

wards his enemy. The chief's son waa
still on his kg3. but he was staggering
like a drunken man, and the assegai had
fallen from his hand.

Darkne-e- , then, again a flash, more
fearful, if possible, than any that had
gone before. To me it seeeaed to come
from the east, rifcht over the bad of
Indaba-zimb- L Next kvtaat I saw the
chiefs son wrapped, as it ware, in. the
heart of it. Then the tkucder poaW,
the rain burst over us like a torreat, and

saw no more.
The woEgt ofh5TrBL.3a.feJ5Ut
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foe awMUe the darknes3 was'so'Qense
that we could net move, nor, indeed,
wasT inclined to leave tho safety of the
hillside where the lightning was never
known to strike and venture down te
the ironstone. Occasionally there still
came flashes, but, search as we would,
we could see no trace of either of the
wizards. For my part, I believed that

4 they were both dead. Now the cJouds
slowly rolled away down the course of
the river, and with it went tho-rain- ; and
now the stars shone out in their wake.

"Let us go and see." said the old chief,
rising and shaking tho water frora his
hair. "The fire fight has ended, let us

I go and see who has conquered."
1 rose and toiiowea nim. dripping as

though X had swum a hundred yards
with my clothes on, and after me came
all the people ef the kraal.

We reached the spot; even in that
light I could see where the ironstone
had beea split and fueed by the thunder-
bolts. While--I was looking about me, I
suddenly heard the chief, who was on
my right, give a low moan, and saw the
people cluster round him. I went up
and looked. There, on the ground, lay
the body of his son. He was a dreadful
sight. His hair was burned off his head,
the copper rings upon liis arms were
fused, the assegai handle which lay near
was literacy shivered into threads, and,
when I tok hold of his arm, it seemed
to me that every bone of it was broken.

The men with the chief stood gazing
silently, whue the women wailed.

"Great is the magic of, Indaba-zimb- i,

said a man at length. The chiof turned
and struck him a heavy blow with the
kerrie in his hand.

"Great or not, thou dog, he shall die,"
he cried, "and soshalt thou if thou sintj-e- st

his praises so loudly."
I said nothing, but thinking it probable

that Indaba-xim- had sliared the fate of
his enemy, went to look. But I could
6ee nothing of him, and at length, being
thoroughly chilled with the wet, started
back to my wagon to get a cluwge of
clothes. On reaching it, 1 was rather sur-
prised to see a strange Kaffir seated oa
the driving box wrapped up in a blanket.

"Hullo! come out of that," I said.
The figure on the box slowly unrolled

ttie blanket, and with great deliberation
took a pinch of snuff.

"It was a good fire-- fight) whito man,
was it not?" said Indaba-zimb- i, in his
high, cracked voice. "But ho never had
a chance against me, poor boy. lie
knew nothing about it. See, white man,
whatcomeso presumption in the young.
It is sad, very sad, but I niade the flashes
fly, didnt I?"

"You old humbug," I said, "unless
you aro careful you will soon learn what
comes of presumption in the old, for
your chief is after 3011 with an absegai,
and it will take ail-yo- magic to dodge
that."

"Now you dou't sav so," said Indaba--
zimbi, ctamtarimr oft the wagon with
rapiuity; "anaaii Decuusooi imswretcii- -
ed upstart. Thcr 's gralitude for you.
wliite mau. I exwose him, and they
want to kill me. Well, thank you for
the hint. We shall meet again" before
long," and be was gone like a shot, and
not too boon, for jiust then some men
came up to tho wagon.

On the following morning I Btarted
homewards. The first face I saw on ar-
riving at tho station was that of Indaba-zimb- i.

j

"How do you do, Macumaznhn?" ha
said, holding his head on ono bide and
nodding his wliite lock. "I hear you
are Christians here, and I want to try a
now leugion. jimeinusc De a oaa one.
seeing that my people wanted to kill mo
ior exposing an rapostor.

CHAPTER III. I

MAKE no apol-
ogy to mrsolf, or
to anybody who
may happen to
read tii is narra-
tive in future, for
having set out
thomannerofmy
nicotine with In- -
daba-zmib- i; nrst,

It ww

CUJUt!: T"ondly.becauHehe
takes some hand !

m thesube-qtu.- nt ,

events. If that old man was a bnaifaug,
he was a very clever, one. "What amount
of truth thorr was in his pretensions of
supernatural powers it is not for mo to
determine, though I may hare my own j

opinion on thb subject. J3:it tisrc was
no mktake as to the extraordinary in-

fluence lie exercised over his fellow-native- s.
J

'

When J.wsb at length ready to start
)

upon my expedition! went to old Iodaba-zim- bi

to say good-b- y to him, and was '

rather surprised to find him engaged in
rolling up medicine, assegais, and othor
sundries in his blankets.

"Good-by- , Indaba-zinabi,-" I said, "I
t

am going to trek north."
"Yes, Macumozahn," beans trered.with

his head on one bide; "and po am I I
want to aes that country. "We will go to-- i

gethr."
j

"Wiil we! I said; "wart till you are I

asked, you old humbug."
;

VYou had better aalr mo. tlvn, Macu-maaah- n,
j

for if you don't you wU never
come back alive. Now that the old chief
(my father) is gone to wh"re tho storaoa j
come from," and he wxldcd to tat sky,
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gain. So la night I jtwt threw up the .

bones and worked out anout jour jour- - j

ncy and I can tell you this, tint if you
don t take aw you will die, ami what U
mor you wi loec one who i dcara- - to i

jrou than life. ,

fv x was i mor-- Njperu waa ,

ther people, but somehow old Indaba-tim- bi
,

impreaHl me. Alao, I knew his
sactraccdinary influence orer every ciua
of native, aad bethought cvf that he
might be useful ia th3t way.

"All right, 1 mid; "i" appoint you
wjtchfinder to the expedition without
pay."

"Flret frcrve, then ask for w&es," he j

answered. "I am ad to see that 70a j
hare enongh iraagiaatiou not to im alto-
gether

I

a feol, like xq wit vhato aes, ULlcU'
raazahn. Yee. yea, It Is want of imaj- - I

inntioa that shakes peopla fools; they
won't believe what they can't vnder-- I

tacd. Yo can't osdentand nay prephe--
dec anv more thao. the fool at the kraal
cocld tmdtmaad that I was ha mwr
with the iighsaiwj. Well, it tisae to
trek, but if I wre you, Hacaraarabn, I
should take one wagsn. sot two.

"WhyriiaJd. j
"Btcauae will leya your waoaa, j

and it k i-t-ter to lee cae than two." I

"On soasesecf I aL
"Ail right, 3actfiazhs, lire aad

team. Axh4 wvtboat aaolvr word be
walked to the fore wasfi, poTr hh j
WU&iaio K ad cWwd into the frost j
8rs i
.&S?ff JWk3iiiMt.tp 1
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my whlte-friend- aTfeagthTstartetT. anal
traveled- - alowly northwards. Forlbeflret
three weeks nothing very particular
felLiae. Saoh Kafirs as we caaae-- ia con-
tact with were friendly, and gane liter
ally swarnted.

Xke first real adventure that btfeftre
on this particular journey was with
elephants, which I will relate ftcane of
its curious tcrraiaatkm. Just befbrewe
crossed the Orasge river we can, to a
stretch of forest land essaa twcaly saika
broad. The night we catered Sds.forert
we camped in a lovely open glade. A
few yards ahead tameould grass waa
growing to tho heeght of a man, or
rather it had been; now, wkh tho ex-
ception of a few stalks here and there,
it wjis crushed quite flat. It waa already
dusk when we camped; but after the
moon got up I walked from thafUrftto
see how thi had happened. Owo..giaace
wa enough for me; a great herd of ele-

phants had evidently passed over tfee
tall gr&33 not raaay hoses bsfora. The
sighn of taeir spoer rejcSccd mo exceed-
ingly, for though I had 9een. wild ele-

phants, at thitt time I had never shet
one. Moreover, the sight of elephant
spoor to the African , hunter is what
"color in the pan" Is to the prospector oC

gold. It is by ivory that he lives, and
to sheet it or trade it is his chief aim in
life. My resolution was soca taken. I
would camp the wugons for a while in
the forest, and start on horseback after
the eiephanfc.

I communicated my decision to Ia&t- -
raid the other Kaffirs. TW lat-

ter wero not loth, for your KaiBr lov
hunting, which means plonty of meat
and congenial occupation, but Indaba-zim- bi

would express no opinion. Iar
him retire to a little 11 ro that ho had lit
for himself, and go through some mys-
terious performance with bones and
clay mixod with ashes, which wero
watched with tho greau-sfciateres- t by tho
other Kaffirs. At length bo rose and.
coming forward, informed mo that it
was all right, nnd that I did well to go
And hunt the efrpluicts, as I should got!
plenty of ivory; hut ho advised uao togo
on foot. I said I should do nothing ?

tho fcort, but ruosnt to ride. I am wlwn;
now; that was th first and last time that
I ever attempted to hunt elephants on
horst-back-.

Accordingly, we started at dawn, I,
lndabazimbi and thrtx) men; the rent I
left with tho wagons. I was ou horse- -
luck and so was any drirw, a,gaod ridrr
and a si2lful shot for a KfeA&r, but

and thoothcrB walked. From
dawn till midday wo followed the trad
of the herd, which wa ns plftlu as a
liigh road. Thai wj ou saddled to let
the ltonsos rest and feed, and about 8
o'clock starred cmi again. Another hour
or fcd pawed, and still there was n sign
of elephanty. Evidently tho herd had
traveled nt and far, and I bojran to
thiuk tliat we should havo-t- o give it up,
when suddsnlv I caueht stent of a
brown mass moving through tho thorn
trees oa tlio Bid of a slopo aboaca quar-
ter of a mile away. 2Iy lxart neemtd
to jump into my mouth. Whcro Is tho
hunter who h.is not folt like thw at tho
sight of hi tiret cfophant? I called a
halt, md then, the wind bcinjr right, we
set to work to btalk tho bull.

Vorr quietly I rode down tho hither
side of tho slope till we came to tho bot
tom, which was densely cOTpred With
bnsh. Here I taw tlu elephant bad
been feeding, for broken branch and
upturned trcos lny all about. I did not
tak much notice, liowevor, for all my
thoughts wero fixed uion the ball I wa
Mu.!,. 1,.. t.i,i.W ,,
a violent start that nearly tbccw ru
from the saddle, and there camo a
mighty nigh nnd upheaval of something
in front of m". I lixkfcd: thwrc was th
hinder part of a second bull elephant noi
four yards off. I could jinrt. catch sight
of its outstretched ears projecting oa.
cither ptilo. I had disturbed It hltjcplng,
oris? Jf rli rnnin"ttihr OHtrirtlT trlM
. . ... . . ., ".'v tlx ijvtni ,nt
u m b)jfc x wsu,TOIin. in those dura and
fooUshf q thaexcHrmatof the M

m)nt j hftcd mr .,roor jw,
" frl at tto ere '" ori-- r my

horK.g ,e9(j Ttswi rf (e
neMW ocM mo off tho home,

.
T ,f however, and M I

did bo, saw tb bttil lurch forward, for
the impart of a thrw oanw buJkit in th
flanks will qmckn thr mortmeutM eri
of an elephant. By this time I had rval--I
izd the folly of tlif shot, and devoutly
hojd that thfj ball would take-a- fur--j

tbsr notice of IK. But he badaiiilreat
view of the matter. Pulling hiartrAi up
In a 5rie5 of plunges, he span around
and came for in" with on twtretched tn?t
and uplifted trunk, screjadnj terribly.
I was quit defense!?, for mr gun was
empty, and ray firc tliwijtht was of
cape. I dug ray beftU into the ldr.n at
my hor?e, but he would it. move an
inrh. Tho poor animal wm paralrzrd
with terror. iund h simply stood rtill, hi
forrJec outstretched, aud inirrerinr all
ovor Hfc a f!.

On rusbod tho elephant, awful to a;
I mads 00c more vin etfort to tlr th
horse. Now tka trunk of th grat bull
swung aloft above my head. A Ibocbt
flaabd through my Ihtuji. Qilck a
light I roHd from the saddle. By tbo
indo of the. hone lay a fallen trw, 0.1

thick tbrovgh us a aan' body. Tho
trt V3ii lift a liitln ntl tK erfc.tri.- - Yrr

"""

h broker, bouh which took iUweigbt,
anfl a VMfVvamtm w u
mo a DCC,vlljHsg x flitf , lf
Uath M j djd j ly.d sbe
cf ri.,;ant defrml ..u a mtj.b- l-
tsrad mi bxck o myr J)Vtrhone. and
thc BifXt jngt 1 w&5 aje in dark- -

for Utfi hur t u
btfA&n, M over screw th tre wndor
which I lsy ctnscoactd. Iiot hj did not
etop thtre long. Is t" oond more tv
bull had got his truak round ray dead
sagc neck, and, tith a mighty effort,
hurled kirn clear of thf tree. 1 wrfj!d
backward a? far as I could towards its
roots of the tr, for I knew what b waa
after.

Presently I snw the red tip of tint bull'
truak ftnohm;f ihZt toMrda kip. If
he coaia aas.; to hook it round any
cart of rae I wa IwU. htl in tfc ts- -
tioa r ooctjnied. Uut a mat wh.-i-t h
cocld not do, altbcxtrh be kn4r down to
facilitate Tuls operaUass. Oa cam th
sappuv tip Mke a grftt opco-caouih-

rnace; it cJosl vpea .y lut, wcjcjH
Tscifth-ed- . Asa!a t wss thrust down,
and a scream of rzz? was bellowed
throorh it wjtlua fewr inch,-- ef arr
head. yOrr St tftcis&d to cJogte ij;li.
Oh, heavi&B; now it had me fcy tb
hair, which, larkily for myl. wsa sot

loo. Th? it vraa say torn 1?!vy tut TJrxX lveast half a upmzo
cA hst:r wss ftstrd frosa znv &.1

rvoi j M Uf laci5i a8r.
a, j ha-r- eai crrl Kaffir kitcfc boy
Tsleick tf J 1 k - hosyfjc.
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